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The  Promise  that  Lies  in  Gypsy  Eyes 


SOME  day  in  June,  when  happy  hours 
abound,  a  wonderful  girl  and  a  wonder- 
ful boy  will  leave  their  friends  in  a  shower 
of  rice — and  start  to  roam. 

Then  life  will  truly  slip  its  tether  and  the 
days  will  be  full  of  the  promise  that  lies  in 
gypsy  eyes. 

Give  them  a  Jordan  Playboy,  the  blue  sky 
overhead,  the  green  turf  flying  by  and  a 
thousand  miles  of  open  road.  Then  a  quiet 
inn  for  dinner. 

This  rare  car  of  personality  and  charm  is  a 


great    companion    for    our    freer    hours. 

It  carries  a  thrill,  even  through  the  busy 
traffic  down  the  avenue.  It  leaps  light-footed 
to  the  throttle  in  the  park.  It  is  balanced, 
as  a  fine  piece  of  mechanism  should  be  — 
economical  as  your  good  judgment  requires 
—  powerful  beyond  the  need  of  hill  or 
speedway. 

There  is  a  pride  of  ownership  in  the  Jordan 
that  reveals  a  love  for  things  that  really  count. 
It's  like  old  money-old  treasures-good  taste 
without  display,  and  judgment  that  is  rare. 


To  the  men  and  ivomen  of  the  leading  colleges  ivho  expect  to  enter 
business,  the  Jordan  Company  is  making  an  unusual  proposition.  A 
card,  addressed  to  the  sales  department  nuill  bring  complete  information. 


JORDAN  M     O     r    OHR CAR.  COM     PA     NYi s>»c.. 


(P(c\>c<ami  '.  Ohio-' 
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Goblin 


BON  ECHO  is  the  most  beautifully  situated  and  the  most 
accessible  of  all  Ontario  wilderness  resorts,  being 
reached  from  Toronto  or  Montreal  in  eight  hours.  From 
the  wide  porches  of  the  Inn  glorious  views  of  the  upper  and 
lower  Mazinawe  Lakes  stretch  for  miles.  Dotted  about  the 
point,  within  a  short  distance  of  the  lounge  and  dining  rooms 
of  the  main  building  are  cottages  and  cottage  tents  for 
families  who  want  the  convenience  of  Inn  service  and  the 
privacy  of  their  own  home.  "The  Rock,"  a  sheer  mass  of 
red  granite,  rises  four  hundred  feet  above  the  water  to  the 
north — as  remarkable  a  bit  of  scenic  grandeur  as  there  is  in 
Canada — its  great  surface  always  shifting  in  color  with  the 
changing  moods  of  sky  and  water.  Both  lakes  are  dotted 
with  gleaming  white  sand  beaches — on  the  Inn's  south  beach 
children  may  wade  out  for  more  than  two  hundred  feet.  The 
seventy  lakes  within  a  radius  of  fifteen  miles  offer  a  variety 
of  canoe  trips.  The  small-mouthed  black  bass  fishing  is  as 
fine  as  can  be  found  in  the  province,  the  fish  averaging 
around  three  pounds.  Lake  trout  and  a  variety  of  less  gamey 
fish  abound.      Complete  immunity  from  hay  fever  is  guaranteed. 


BON  ECHO  is  the  ideal  holiday  spot  for  people  who  revel 
in  wild,  magnificent  scenery,  retaining  all  its  unspoilt 
ruggedness  and  virgin  grandeur;  who  enjoy  perfect 
bathing  on  long,  sweeping  beaches  of  blazing  white  sand: 
who  enjoy  exploring  winding  trails  leading  through  cool 
woods  to  other  lakes  or  the  top  of  the  great  rock  where  they 
may  look  out  over  a  vast  country  of  lakes  and  rock  and 
forest;  who  can  join  in  the  spontaneous  fun  of  an  impromptu 
masquerade  or  beach  party;  who  ask  for  a  simple  informal 
atmosphere  where  they  may  live  and  dress  and  do  as  they 
please;  and  who  ask  with  these  things  the  comforts  provided 
by  an  efficient  management  whose  one  aim  is  to  so  contribute 
to  the  happiness  and  pleasure  of  its  guests  that  they  will 
look  on  Bon   Echo  as  their  summer  home. 

Bon  Echo  may  be  reached  by  motor  from  Toronto  via  Belle- 
ville on  the  Provincial  Highway,  north  through  Tweed,  ;n 
nine  hours'  easy  driving  upon  excellent   roads. 

Rates  per  week.  $20.00  to  $32.00. 

For  further  information  or  reservations  write  Merrill  Denison. 

Bon   Echo   Inn,  Bon   Echo,   Ontario. 

Telegraph   Address:    Kaladar,    Ontario. 


An  old  friend 
horn  the  start 


Over  200  Styles 
to  choose  from 


Price,    plain 
or     crusted: 


One  Dollar 


Kola 
Briars 


are 
old  enough 
to  speak  for 
themselves.    Get 
one   to-day   and 
it  will  tell    you 
the   meaning  of 
Smoke   Comfort 

and 
Smoke    Value 


A  TRAGEDY 
Mique:    "I   hear   your   roommate   has   a   baby    saxo- 
phone." 

Ique:    "Yep,  and  it'll  be  an  orphan  soon." 

— Chaparral. 
G— G— G 

"How  far  can  your  ancestors  be  traced?" 
"My    grandfather    was    traced    to    Australia,    but    he 
was  never  caught." 

G— G— G 

Howard:  "Schuyler  has  married  the  girl  of  his  choice, 
but  he  can't  find  an  apartment." 
Jay:  "Lass  but  not  lease,  eh?" 

—  Town  Topics   (New   York). 

G— G— G 

"Is  the  dentist  in?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Er — thanks,  I — I — I'll  call  again!" 

— Humorist. 
C— G— G 

Yank   (slapping  total  stranger  on  the  back)  :     "Say  Bo — " 
Total  Stranger:     "Bo."  — Cambridge  Cranta. 

G— G— G 

"Over  the  top,"  he  muttered  as  he  watched  his  bromo-seltzer. 

— -Jack-o-Lantern. 
G— G-  G 

Dapper:      "Did  you  ever  kiss  a  girl  when  she  wasn't  ex- 
pecting it?" 

Dan:       "I    doubt    it."  — Lemon    Punch. 


Goblin 


PACKARD 

The 

Single 
Six 

An  almost  revolutionary  simplicity 
of  design  and  accessibility  of  parts 
contribute  their  share  toward  low 
operating  costs  assured  by 

GASOLINE  -     -     -     18  to  23  miles  per  gallon 

TIRES-     -     -     -     -     12  to  18    thousand   miles 

LIGHT     WEIGHT     Yet  Packard   safety  and 

comfort 

LOW  REPAIRS     -      Because  of  simplicity 

PACKARD    STANDARDS   of   reliability   and 

performance 

The  Five  Passenger  Touring  Car,  in 
Canada,  all  taxes  paid,  is  now  $3,935 

Enclosed  models  at  moderate  advance 


Packard-Ontario  Motor  Company,  Limited 

TORONTO:  18  Bloor  St.  E.  HAMILTON:  43  Main  St.  E. 

ASK         THE         MAN        WHO         OWNS         ONE 
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Sl}4  Yonge  St. 

443  Yonge  St. 

(At  King) 

(At  College) 

Adelaide  6478 

ik 

North  8523 

Give 

j^J      TORONTO 

Candies 

1530  Queen  St.  W. 

778  Yonge  St. 

(Parkdale) 
Parkdale  6895 

And  you  give  the  best. 

(At  Bloor) 
Opening  in  June 

pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR   ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 


Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 

"The  Jaeger  Shops' 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 


Hiram:  "Well,  sir,  my  shotgun  let  out  a  roar  and  there  lay 
dead  wolf  ahead  of  us!" 
Bored  Boarder:  "How  long  had  it  been  dead?" 

G G G  — Lampoon. 

WHO'S  WHO? 
Conversation  of  a  couple  of  men  who  know  but  can't 
place  each  other: 
"Hello  there." 
"How's  th'  boy?" 
(A  nervous  pause.) 
"Haven't  seen  you  around  lately." 
"No.     'S  a  fact." 
(A  nervous  pause.) 
"Seen  any  of  th'  ol'  crowd  lately?" 
"No.    .     .     .    No." 
(A  nervous  pause.) 
"Don't  get  around  much  m'self." 
"Same  here." 
(A  nervous  pause.) 
"Great  ol*  days,  weren't  they?" 
"I'll  say  they  were." 
(A  nervous  pause.) 
"Well,  I  gotta  step." 
"Same  here." 
"See  you   again." 

"S'long!"  — Life. 

G— G— G 

Cat:  "Do  you  like  to  climb  poles?" 

Another  Cat:  "No,  I'm  not  that  kind  of  a  cat." 

— Beanpot. 
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GOOD 


MADE 


IN     CANADA 


TF  all  dealers  sold  a  few 
Goodyear  Tires,  not  one  of 
them  could  afford  to  study 
your  tire  needs,  give  tire  ser- 
vice, or  carry  a  complete  stock 
of  sizes  and  types.  Goodyear 
Selected  Dealers  are  only 
those  dealers  who  will  main- 
tain Goodyear  standards  of 
service — and  who,  as  a  con- 
sequence, have  a  volume  of 
business  which  enables  them 
to  give  good,  prompt  service. 
This  sign  will  guide  you  to 
the  nearest  Goodyear  Selected 
Dealer. 


Goodyear*  means  Good  Wear 


Goblin 


Drawn   by  Marjorie  D.  Jones. 

Lelia,  (who,  at  11.45,  has  just  arrived  at  the  Craggers'  party  for  their  debutante  daughter): 
"I'm  awfully  sorry  to  be  so  late,  Mrs.  Cragger,  but  I  had  to  go  to  another  party  first." 
Mrs.  Craggers  (sweetly):  "My  dear, what  a  pity  to  spoil  two  parties  in  one  evening." 


VOL.  III. 


TORONTO,   MAY,   1923 


No.   11 


The     End     of     a     Perfect     Picni 


"And  so  we  come  to  the  end  of  a 
perfect  day,"  said  Ma.  "I  hope  all 
you  children  have  thoroughly  enjoyed 
your  picnic." 

Chorus  of  "Yes,   Ma." 

"Then  let's  pack  up  and  get  ready 
to  start  for  home.     Johnny!" 

"Yes,   Ma." 

"Have  you  scattered  the  Sunday 
paper  all  over  the  clearing?" 


"Yes,   Ma." 

"Mary  Ellen,  have  you  smeared 
the  left-over  jam  on  that  bench?" 

"Yes,   Ma." 

"William,  break  those  two  milk 
bottles  and  hide  the  glass  in  that  shady 
place  under  the  big  tree." 

"Yes,   Ma." 

"Myrtle,  hurry  up  and  finish  tramp- 
ing down  those  wild  flowers." 


"Yes,    Ma." 

"Frederick,  go  over  and  help  your 
father  break  down  that  fence." 

"Yes,   Ma." 

"John,  are  you  sure  the  camp  fire 
is  still  smouldering?" 

"Yes,  my  love." 

"Then  we  seem  to  have  done  all 
that's  expected  of  us.      Let's   go!" 

—P.  W.  Luce. 


G— G— G 


Dirge     for     Daniel,     Departed 


Stilled  is  the  elevator, 
Closed  is  its  grated  door, 
The  silent  indicator 
Points  to  the  basement  floor. 

For  Daniel  Lyons  Trevor, 

The  elevator  man, 

Is  lost  and  gone  forever. 

(We  alius  called  him   "Dan."). 

At  seven-thirty  daily, 
We   rode   aloft  together; 
And  Dan  would  give  you  gaily 
The  dope   about  the  weather. 

He  wasn't  much  on  grammar 
And  his  false  teeth  wobbled  free, 
In  his  voice  there  was  a  stammer 
And  he  lisped  most  painfully. 


But  whether  days  were  cloudy, 
Or  skies  were  azure  blue, 
He  always  had  his  "Howdy!" 
And  a  snappy  phrase  or  two. 

It  was,   "Quite  a  mild  spell   lately, 
Or   "It's  chillier   to-day;" 
"We  need  a  rain  fall  greatly," 
Or  "The  sky  looks  pretty  grey." 

Yes,  "Quite  a  mild  spell  lately," 
Was  what  he  meant  to  say. 
When  Montezuma  Whately 
Chanced  for  to  pass  his  way. 

Now,  Monte  was  a  vagrant 
With  a  complex  strong   for  war, 
And  his  personage  was  fragrant 
As  an  August  abattoir. 


To  the  hoist  he  came  sedately, 
Whiffing  as  a  glue  works  can. 
"Having  quite  a  wild  smell  lately!' 
Said  the  elevator  man. 

As   Daniel's   soul   departed. 

The  car  began  to  rise; 

And   it   soared  by   ways  uncharted, 

Till  it  came  to  Paradise. 

Ever  upward  sailing,   swerving, 
Till  the  pearly  gates  shone  clear. 
Daniel  slid  them  wide,  observing, 
"There  is  sure  some  weather  here! 

Oh,  it  may  be  but  a  rumor, 
But  a  friend  of  ours  confides 
That  a  man  named  Montezuma, 
In  the  cooler  now  resides. 
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The  Flowers  that  Bloom  in  the  Spring. 

G— G— G 

"George,"  said  his  father,  "I  am  sorry  to  hear  that 
you  were  among  those  present  at  that  disgraceful  party 
at  the  Drinkwell's  last  night." 

"Father,"  pleaded  the  young  man  with  somewhat 
bleary  eyes,  "I  can  assure  you  that  I  was  only  there  as 
an  observer." 

"Yes,"  replied  his  parent,  "So  I  heard,  and  Tom  was 
the  pilot  and  the  table  was  the  aeroplane.  No,  don't 
bother  driving  me  down  this  morning." 

And  so  another  day  was  ruined. 

G— G— G 

Leocadie  at  the  Spring 

Every  morning  when  the  sun  had  risen 

She  went  to  the  spring 

And  there,  leaning  over  the  water, 

She  combed  her  silken  tresses 

Above  her  reflection. 

****** 

Which  was  a  pretty  habit, 

Except  that  it  got  dandruff  in  the  drinking  water. 


Yes!    Such  is  Such 

Some  one  makes  a  blunder 

And  the  manager  gets  the  blame. 

The  manager  calls  the  department  head 

Who  gives  his  assistant  Cain. 

The  assistant  blows  the  clerk  up, 

And  the  clerk,  as  is  his  way, 

Goes  down  and  blames  the  office  boy 

And  the  kid,  he  blames  the  day. 

Here  we  go  round  a  mulberry  bush 

O  life  is  hard  and  long! 

The  salesman  landed  the  order, 

So  nobody  could  have  been  wrong. 

The  manager  went  to  the  banker 
To  get  himself  a  loan, 
He  wanted  to  buy  a  motor  car, 
And  had  to  mortgage  his  home. 
His  wife  smashed  up  the  lizzy 
And  nearly  broke  her  back ; 
The  manager  went  to  the  office 
And  gave  a  girl  the  sack. 
Yo-ho  my  lads  and  lasses 
A  merry  time  have  we! 
We  know  that  such  things  happen 
To  folks  like  you  and  me. 

Canan  Abel. 


"What  happened  to  poor  old  Sniggs?" 
"Oh,   he   tried   beating   shells   into   plough- 
shares. 


II 


Then  I  Remembered 

I  ran  into  Thompson  in  a  down-town  hotel  rotunda. 

"Hello,  Petey,"  he  said,  "how  you  been?" 

"Fine,"  I  replied,  "and  you?" 

"Great,"  he  exclaimed.  "By  the  way,  I  saw  old 
Whats-his-name  this  afternoon." 

"Oh!"  I  interjected,  politely. 

Thompson's  brow  wrinkled  in  thought. 

"You  know  who  I  mean,  don't  you?"  he  asked. 

"Well "  I  commenced. 

"Oh,  you  know,"  he  waved  a  finger  at  me,  "great 
big  fellow,  awfully  jolly;  used  to  wear  a  red  coat  around 
the  house." 

"Santa  Claus?"  I  suggested,  tentatively. 

Thompson  snorted. 

"No,  no!"  he  exclaimed.  "Don't  be  silly.  This 
fellow  was  dark  complexioned,  had  sort  of  curly  hair  and 
was    quite    an    athlete.      Could    lick    anybody    his    own 


"I    hear   Jackson    left    town    suddenly    the 
other  day." 

"Oh,  for  a  rest?" 

"No,  for  fear  of  arrest." 


"I  wish  I  were  that  Ontario  M.  P.  P." 
"My  dear,   what   do  you  mean?" 
"Well,  there's  a  letter  downstairs  address- 
ed to  Mable  that  I'm  just  dying  to  read." 

weight  hands  down." 

I  considered  a  moment. 

"You  don't  mean  the  great  Jack  Johnson,  do  you?" 
I  asked. 

Thompson  looked  at  me  in  disdain. 

"Can't  you  see  I'm  trying  to  think,"  he  said.  "It 
seems  to  me  his  name  began  with  P.  Something  like 
Purvis,  or  Pugsley,  or  Pringle." 

"Poggle?"  I  suggested,  helpfully.  "Progley,  Purgle, 
Pungle,  Pringsley,  Pugvis,  Pumplestein,  Piggle?  Any 
of  those?" 

Thompson  stared  at  me.  "Say,"  he  said,  "I'm  not 
sure  that  his  name  did  start  with  P.  either.  It  was 
quite  a  short  name,  and  like  a  rather  common  one,  only 
different." 

"Bjones,"  I  ventured.      "Slith,  Browner,  Sobinson?" 

But  Thompson  still  shook  his  head.  "No,"  he  said, 
"I  can't  remember  his  name.  I'm  sorry,  too,  because  I 
wanted  to  tell  you  I'd  seen  him.  He  borrowed  twenty 
dollars  from  you  the  day  he  graduated  from  college  and 
I  don't  think  you  ever  got  it  back." 

A  great  light  suddenly  dawned.  "Jimmy  Smithers!" 
I  exclaimed.     "Where  did  you  see  him?" 

"At  the  railway  ticket  office,"  replied  Thompson. 
"He's  leaving  town  again  for  Vancouver  this  evening 
Where  are  you  going?" 

But  I  was  already  out  of  the  hotel  and  on  my  way 
to  the  railroad  station  to  sit  and  wait  for  dear  old 
Jimmy. 
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Their  Father's  Fight  with  Sin 


The  calico  cleric's  children  gathered  round  their  father's 

chair. 
Which  stood  on  the  verandah  in  the  balmy  summer  air. 

Their  parent  sat  in  stockinged  feet,   in  shirt-sleeves  and 

suspenders, 
And  with  an  almost  guilty  air  he  read  Rex  Beach,  "The 

Spenders." 

For  novel  reading  was  not  sanctioned  by  the  children's 

mother 
Who  often  said,  "Fiction  is  lies:    The  one  leads  to  the 

other." 

The  calico  clerk's  children  stretched  out  their  little  hands, 
"Tell   us  a  story,   Pop,"   they  said,   "of   faroff   foreign 
lands. 

"Of   Babylon,   of  Kandahar,   of  Ceylon  or   Berlin, 
Of  Mandalay  or  Petrograd — "    Their  father  here  broke 
in. 

"No,  kids,"  he  said,  "no  foriegn  tale;  but  if  you'll  hush 

your  din, 
I'll  tell  you  all  the  story  of  your  father's  fight  with  sin. 

"When   I   was  married,   first  I   was  a  simple  hardware 

drummer, 
More     handsome     then     than     now,     also     considerably 

dummer. 

"I  had  been  reared  in  quiet,  peace  and  Christian  forti- 
tude. 
No  member  of  our  family  e'er  thought  of  getting  stewed. 

"My  uncles  were  all  deacons  in  our  little  village  church, 
I  never  skipped  a  Sunday  school  to  go  and  fish  for  perch 

'With  the  other  youthful  roughnecks  in  the  creek  down 

by  the  mill, 
The  very  thought  of  them  would  make  me  positively  ill. 

"I  saw  your  mother  first  when  I  was  barely  more  than 

twenty, 
'Twas    at    a    costume    Harvest    Home ;    she    represented 

PLENTY. 

"Oh,  when  I  think  how  that  word  went  right  o'er  my 

head   just  then — 
(But  never  mind,  mistakes  are  made  by  e'en  the  best  of 

men). 

"I   fancied  her,   I  courted  her,   I   asked  her  to  be  mine. 
The  family  all  said  I'd  done  well;  she  was  no  clinging 
vine." 


"I  married  her  as  joyous  spring  was  melting  into  summer. 
Then    started    out    to   earn   our   bread    and    butter    as    a 
drummer. 

"As  innocent  as  any  babe,  I  journeyed  here  and  there, 
A-selling    shovels,    fish-hooks,   rope    and    granite    kitchen 
ware. 

"The  tales  of  wicked  travelling  men,  I  thought  to  be  base 

libels. 
The  only  literature  I  read  was  tracts  and  Gideon  bibles. 

"I  did  not  think  that  travelling  men  went  'whooping  and 

hurraying,' 
My  only  recreations  then  were  knitting  and  crocheting. 

"But  one  day  in  the  lobby  of  a  small  city  hotel, 
A  travelling  man  stepped   up  to  me  and  said,    'You're 
looking  well, 

'Have    I    not    seen    you     somewhere,     in     Brantford, 
Montreal, 
In  Edmonton,  in  Halifax,  Prince  Rupert  or  Cornwall? 

'Come  on  upstairs,  my  hearty,  some  of  the  boys  are 
there. 
We'll    sit   about   and   perhaps    find   out   if   straights   still 
beat  two  pair,' 

"It    flattered    me    for    him    to    think    I    was    so    widely 

travelled, 
I    thought    not    of    the    knitting    in    my    suit-case    badly 

ravelled. 

"I  knew  not  what  meant  'straights'  or  'pairs.'     Ah  me! 

That  fiendish  joker. 
My  children,  I  will   tell  you  now;  the  reference  was  to 

poker! 

"I  followed  him.     I  found  myself  outside  a  sample  room. 
And  yet  I  had  no  hint  of  sin.      No  danger  seemed  to 
loom. 

"But   when   he   pushed   me    forward,    after   opening    the 

door, 
I  saw  a  scene  so  wicked  as  I've  never  seen  before. 

"Five  men  were  playing  cards  around  a  small  green- 
covered  table, 

And  all  were  smoking  big  cigars.  I  felt  I  scarce  was 
able 

"To   stand    the   smell.     Then,    dreadful    sight,   my    face 

began  to  mottle, 
For  over  by  the  window  stood  a  black  and  awful  bottle! 
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"One  man  produced  a  tumbler  and  said,  'Here,  bo,  have 

a  drink.' 
My  palsied  hand  reached  for  the  glass.     I  scarce  knew 
what  to  think. 

"He  filled  it  from  the  bottle  with  a  crazed  and  drunken 

leer. 
I    asked,    'What    licker    is    this,    pray?'     He    answered, 

'Why  it's  beer!' 

"My  better  nature,  struggling,  urged  me  on  to  the  fight. 
'Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan!'     I  cried  with  all  my  might. 

"They  laughed.  'But  why  say  you  behind.  Inside  in- 
stead,' they  said. 

My  strength  returned.  I,  proudly  now,  again  held  up 
my  head. 

"I'd  waged  a  mighty  battle  with  the  mighty  demon  rum 
And  won  the  combat  easily.      I'd  never  be  a  bum. 

"The  glass  looked  empty.  Perhaps  it  was;  perhaps  I  was 

only  dreamin,' 
At  any   rate,    I    now   felt  sure  that   I    had   downed   the 

demon. 

"So,  kids,  you  see,  to  lead  all  sin  to  quick  extermination 
Requires   only   righteousness   and   strong   determination." 


—  H,  Cross   +   E.   C,   T. 

"I  see  that  a  nine-year-old  girl  is  a  success- 
ful writer  of  popular  songs." 

"I  think  I  have  heard  a  good  many  written 
by  her." 


— Marjorie  Jones   +  E.  C.  T. 

Spuggs:     "Dead  men  tell  no  tales." 

Muggs:  "If  they  did,  half  the  widows  in 
the  world  would  never  get  a  chance  to  re- 
marry." 

G— G— G 
A  Maytime  Anthology 

View  from  a  back  window. 

A  white  cat  sunning  himself  on  the  back  fence. 
A  black  cat  sunning  himself  and  watching  the  white  cat. 
A  small  boy  with  a  catapult  watching  the  black  cat. 
A  middle-aged  woman  with  a  hair  brush  watching  the 

small  boy. 
A  man  in  his  shirt  sleeves  beating  a  carpet. 
A  man  next  door  tuning  up  a  motorcycle. 
A  backyard  full  of  horrible  furniture. 
A  red-headed  gardener  planting  carrot  seeds. 
An  octogenarian  building  a  chicken  coop. 
Two  citizens  with  spades  leaning  over  a  back  fence  in 

the  third  lap  of  a  political  argument. 
A  hand  organ  in  the  next  block  playing  "In  the  Good 

Old  Summertime." 

G— G— G 

That  Boston  baby  named  after  Tutankhamen,  will 
in  future  be  known  as  "Mummy's  boy." 
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speaking  of  College  is>tubent£ 


We  hear  constant  criticism  that  college  students  as  a 
class  are  very  much  inclined  to  run  to  excesses.  They 
go  off  and  get  drunk ;  they  smoke  before  breakfast  and 
over-indulge  in  super-petting  after  dinner.  They  wear 
the  loudest  and  latest  in  clothes  and  use  the  loudest  and 
latest  in  slang.  They  kick  up  unholy  shindigs  at  unholy 
hours.  They  go  off  and  get  drunk  some  more.  If  the 
allegations  are  true,  they  are  correct. 

But  such  occurrences  are  as  impossible  to  avert  as  a 
daily  sunrise  and  sunset.  The  average  college  course 
is  as  dull  to  the  average  college  student  as  a  1901 
Gillette — some  parts  of  it  at  least.  If  he  were  held 
down  during  his  whole  college  course,  he  would  prob- 
ably go  out  after  graduation,  insult  his  richest  unmarried 
uncle  on  his  death-bed,  rob  the  Dominion  treasury,  set 
fire  to  all  the  churches  in  town  and  start  a  bomb- 
making  industry. 

Some  of  the  blame  for  this  rests  with  the  professors 
themselves.  There  is  one  well-known  professor  of  Eng- 
lish in  this  our  fair  country  who  could  cure  more  cases 
of  insomnia  than  any  convention  of  physicians.  There 
has  not  yet  been  one  real  lover  of  literature  pass  through 
his  courses  who  has  not  spent  at  least  several  hours  in 
sweet  slumber.  Yet  this  particular  professor  is  among  the 


most  complete  masters  of  his  subject  still  alive.  Enter 
into  conversation  with  him  and  he  is  a  mine  of  informa- 
tion.    Put  him  before  a  class  and  he  is  a  human  lullaby. 

There  is,  however,  a  healthy  percentage  of  the  staff 
in  each  of  our  Canadian  universities,  capable  of  holding 
the  attention  of  an  audience  of  boiler-makers.  A  few, 
too,  who  would  seem  to  hold  the  title  of  professor  honoris 
causa,  which  is  sad  but  inevitable. 

The  courses  themselves  are  also  partly  responsible. 
The  educational  factory  is  endeavoring  to  turn  out  a 
standard  graduate  container  into  which  is  packed  an  as- 
sorted collection  of  mental  bric-a-brac — -ornamental  but 
not  so  terribly  useful.  This  refers  particularly  to  arts 
courses. 

Periodically  educational  conventions  are  held  for  the 
purpose  of  making  the  process  of  educating  a  knock-out 
but  things  continue  to  go  on  as  before. 

And  then,  of  course,  there  are  the  students  them- 
selves. As  long  as  the  universities  contain  the  usual 
numbers  of  intellectual  Topsies  who  "just  corned"  be- 
cause they  "just  corned" — which  will  probably  be  for- 
ever— students  will  continue  to  be  bored-by  their  studies 
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and  blow  off  steam  in  unexpected  ways  providing  copy 
for  all  progressive  newspapers,  and  gossip  for  all  Ladies' 
Aid  Societies.  As  long  as  the  professors  must  do  their 
work  on  material  which  is  quite  raw  and  address  bright 
youths  and  maidens  of  more  or  less  immaturity,  they 
will  find  that  these  same  bright  youths  and  maidens  will 
become  bored  and  proceed  to  the  opposite  extreme  as 
rapidly  as  possible. 

The  glorious  part  of  the  whole  thing  is  that  there  is 
no  solution  of  the  business.  Professors,  being  of  ne- 
cessity  specialists,   will   continue   to  be  dull  to  everyone 


not  deeply  interested  in  their  particular  specialty — which 
will  be  many.  Universities,  being  forced  to  educate 
several  thousand  of  the  rising  generation  along  lines  of 
efficiency  and  according  to  certain  definite  standards  of 
what  education  should  be,  will  continue  to  force  on 
undergraduates,  subjects  about  which  they  care  not  a 
hoot.  Seventy-five  per  cent,  of  the  students  will  breeze 
airily  through  eighty  per  cent,  of  the  college  year  and 
then  cram  successfully  for  their  final  exams,  forgetting  it 
all  immediately  afterwards.  In  short,  as  long  as  in- 
dividuals continue  to  be  individual,  such  things  will  be 
more  or  less  such. 


Pel  Abominations 

Seven  things  that  have  signally  fail- 
ed to  interest  me:  Toreador  trousers, 
poodles,  marathon  dances,  the  Kaiser's 
private  woes,  steamboat  excursions, 
carrots  and  the  quarrel  between  the  two 
waitresses  at  my  favorite  restaurant. 

G— G— G 

Go  to  the  Head  of  the  Class 

In  the  current  issue  of  Smart  Set, 
Messrs.  Nathan  and  Mencken  reprint 
the  following  outburst  taken  from  the 
advertisement  of  a  Chicago  firm  which 
they  label  —  "Studies  in  American 
Boobology,  No.    1 ." 

Chinese  Good  Luck  Ring 

This  Mystic  Chinese  Symbol  of 
Good  Luck,  Health,  Happiness  and 
Long  Life  has  been  looked  upon  with 
the  deepest  reverence  by  the  Chinese 
for  centuries.  Their  belief  in  its  charm 
and  mystic  powers  is  as  firm  as  their 
religious  convictions.  It  is  reputed  by 
them  to  be  almost  uncanny  in  its  power 
to  bring  Good  Luck,  Riches,  Success 
in  Love,  Health  and  Happiness  to  the 
wearer.  Amazing  stories  of  good 
fortune  are  told  by  prominent  men  and 
women  wearers  of  this  Chinese  Good 
Luck  Ring. 

Brings  Fanny  Brice,  "Ziegfield 

Follies"  Star,  $2,000.00  in 

48  Hours 

This  famous  stage  beauty  and  pop- 
ular idol  says,  "Forty-eight  hours  after 


$otage  Canabien 

I  put  on  my  Chinese  Good  Luck  Ring 
I  received  a  check  for  $2,000.00.  It 
was  an  entirely  unexpected  present.  I 
call  it  the  best  of  luck." 

Following  their  example,  we  reprint 
two  small  advertisements  taken  from 
the  same  issue  of  Smart  Set: 


WEIRD    MYSTO    OUTFIT 

The  original  weird  Mysto  Talisman  Ring — wards 
off  evil  spirits,  sickness,  spells,  etc.  Ancient  belief, 
brings  Success  to  wearer  in  love,  business,  games,  all 
undertakings.  Green  gold  finish,  snakes  set  with 
Lucky  Mysto  Ruby  and  Emerald,  fits  any  finger.  Also 
the  startling  Mysto  Wonder,  amusing  &  mysterious 
instrument,  answers  all  questions.  Love?  Hate?  Eni- 
mies?  Marriage?  Children?  Money?  Life?  Luck?  Free 
with  Outfit — Direction  and  Question  Booklet — A  Dream 
Book — Also  Free  plan  to  make  money.  Pay  on  ar- 
rival $1.97  Plus  Postage.  Mysto  Co.,  136  Liberty  St., 
Dept.  .711,    New   York   City. 

LUCK    IN    LOVE! 

Rodolph  Valentino  personifies  Good  Luck  in  Love  in 
"The  Sheik."  The  Sheik  conquers  love.  The  Sheik 
Ring  symbolizes  this  great  charm  and  power.  Re- 
sembles Solid  Green  Gold.  Set  with  genuine  Arabian 
Emerald  and  gorgeous,  flashing  Ruby.  Send  name 
and  address.  Send  No  Money.  Pay  $1.49  and  post- 
age when  ring  arrives.  Money  back  guarantee.  Order 
Now!      Sheik    Aladdin,    Box    101A.    Boston    10    Mass. 


T"~"\ 


IrWS 


Mike:  "Its  a  bum  world." 
Ike:  "For  bums." 


Take  this  article  on  a  ten  days'  trial 
and  if  after  that  time  you  are  not 
satisfied  that  you  have  found  an  an- 
swer to  the  question — "How  do  the 
editors  of  Smart  Set  class  the  readers 
of  their  magazine?"  return  it  and  you 
will  receive  a  two  months'  subscription 
to  the  Nathan-Mencken  self-cynicizer. 

G— G— G 
The  Motion  Picture  as  an  Art 
In  spite  of  all  that  has  been  said  in 
derision  of  the  Motion  Picture  as  an 
Art,  there  is  one  feature  which  it  pos- 
sesses that  can  only  be  equalled  by 
opera.  This  is  the  largely  subcon- 
scious effect  of  the  accompanying 
music.  An  appropriate  melody  lends 
poetry  to  the  action.  The  same  selec- 
tion repeated  at  the  denouement  as  was 
used  in  the  gentle  opening  passages  has 
a  very  different  and  strongly  reminis- 
cent effect.  The  appeal  is  to  a  side 
of  the  audience  somewhat  more  funda- 
mental than  that  to  which  the  blurb 
of  the  subtitle  is  addressed. 

G— G— G 
So  It  Goes 

I  never  wore  a  dinner-coat. 

Or    anything    that    looked    half-for- 
mal, 
But  every  other  soul  I'd  note 

Was    dressed    in    tweeds    or    serges 
normal ; 
I  never  went  to  an  affair 

In  striped  tie  and  suit  of  gray, 
But  every  person  who  was  there 

Fooled    me,    and    dressed   the   othei 
way.  — A.  C.  J. 
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Civilization 


Sun   through   the   branches 
Glinting  on   the   feathers 
Of  the  lofty  head-dress 
Of  the  mighty  chieftain, 
Standing  like  marble 
In  the  deep  forest. 

Lurking  in  the  shadows 
Lie  a  score  of  warriors, 
Waiting   for  a  signal 
From  their  grim   leader. 
Suddenly  his  hand  moves. 
Stealthily  they  come. 


Sun  through  the  phone  wires 

Glinting  on  the  surface 

Of  the   lofty  helmet 

Of  the  mighty  traffic  cop, 

Standing   like   marble 

At  the  intersection. 

In  a  dusty  phalanx 
Stand  a  score  of  motors, 
Waiting  for  a  signal 
From  the  grim  policeman. 
Suddenly  his  hand  moves. 
Honking   they   advance. 


Emotional 

He  walked  into  my  life  from  no- 
where, and  he  came  and  stood  before 
me  in  the  street  car. 

O!  I  am  young  and  my  blood  is 
hot  and  swift.  I  have  that  which 
reaches  out  beyond  thought  and  rea- 
son: I  feel.  And  my  whole  school- 
girl being  thrilled  to  the  feeling  that 
something  of  him  had  reached  out  to 
me — held  me.  I  was  powerless  to  re- 
sist. His  presence  seemed  to  crush 
me,  even  as  it  raised  me  to  undreamed 
heights  of  passion.  Pleasure  and 
pain  became  dissolved  in  a  burl  of  one- 
ness. I  was  convulsed  with  the  in- 
tensity of  my  emotions:  the  agony  of 
suppressed  expression  drove  me  to  gid- 
diness. 

But  our  car  had  already  passed  my 
street. 

"I  must  go- — yet  I  must  tell  him 
first,"    I    turmoiled. 

Tell  him!  How  my  bashful  spirit 
shrank  from  the  thought! 

"He  will  blush,  and  stammer — and 
go ;  and  the  people  will  stare :  I  shall 
have  to  shout  to  be  heard.  .  .  .  But 
I  will  make  him  know ;  and  then  — 
and  then — we  shall  part." 

So,  abandoning  all  restraint,  I 
flung  myself  up  towards  him  and  cried 
in  my  girlish  voice: 

"Hey  you!    You're  standing  on  my 


feet." 


— Ron.  Everson. 


G— G— G 


Agricultural  Note:     This  year's  hay  crop  is  expected  to  be  a 

bumper  one. 


THEN 
In  days  of  old 
When   knights  were  bold 
And  ladyes,   very   fair; 
Each  one  the  sword, 
For  his   "adored" 
Would  draw,  and  die  right  there. 

NOW 

Though  ladies  fair. 

Who  bob  their   hair. 

Still  cling  around  his  neck. 

The   noble   lord 

Looks  very  bored, 

And   simply — draws  a  cheque! 

— Mullagatawny. 
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Enriching  The  Language 


("The  slang  of  to-day  is  the  lan- 
guage of  tomorrow,"  said  an  eminent 
professor  not  so  long  ago.  If  that  is 
the  case,  the  people  who  make  up 
slang  words  and  phrases  may  boast 
that  they  are  adding  enrichments  to 
the  language.  Here  is  a  brief  study 
of  what  the  members  of  the  younger 
generation  in  the  city  of  Toronto  are 
doing  to  make  our  speech   beautiful.) 

The  scene  is  a  tea-room  during  one 
of  the  popular  Saturday  afternoon 
dances.  There  are  many  characters 
available,  but  we  shall  confine  our- 
selves to  three  of  them.  One  is  a 
small-town  youth  who  has  come  to 
Toronto  to  attend  the  university.  The 
others  are  two  female  cousins,  typical 
smart  city  flappers  who  know  their 
way  about.  They  are  making  him 
acquainted  with  life  in  the  tea  rooms. 

Small  Town  Youth:  This  is  the 
first  Saturday  afternoon  dance  that  I 
have   attended. 

1st  Flapper:  Some  folks  think  they 
are  rather  blaah,  but  you  can  get  a 
line  on  the  species  here. 

2nd  Flapper:  Cast  your  glimmers 
over  that  brooksy  boy  over  there.  He 
is  loved  by  every  tomato  in  Toronto. 

S.T.Y.:  Why?  What  makes  a 
tomato   love   him? 

2nd  Flapper:  Because  he  is  a 
greaseball.  Most  girls  think  a  grease- 
ball   romantic. 

S.T.Y. :  If  that  girl  he  is  dancing 
with  now  is  a  tomato,  I  should  like  to 
meet  one. 

2nd  Flapper:  No  you  wouldn't. 
She's  a  Jane.  She'd  turn  you  into  a 
bell-polisher.  She  flatters  herself  that 
every  fellow  who  asks  to  meet  her  is 
a  lolly-gagger.  If  you  take  her  out 
with  a  gang,  she's  a  wurp. 

S.T.Y. :  I  do  not  like  the  sound  of 
that. 

1st  Flapper:  Try  to  talk  to  her, 
and  you'll  find  her  a  bozark.  Her  only 


by  Fred  Jacob 

game    is    pocket-twisting.      She    would 
turn  a  darbs  into  a  one-way  kid. 

S.T.Y.:  Then  we  won't  go  over  to 
meet   her. 

2nd  Flapper:  I  should  say  not.  We 
won't  give  her  a  chance  to  call  us 
crashers.  Besides,  she  is  just  a  slunge. 
She  would  fall  for  a  sub-chaser. 

S.T.Y. :  Who  is  the  pretty  girl 
over  there? 

1st  Flapper:  The  one  with  the  love- 
nesting  hair?  Her  idea  of  a  good  time 
is  to  be  a  slummer,  and  to  grab  a  flop 
on  the  floor  of  some  artist's  studio  with 
a  bunch  of  crumb  gobblers.  She's 
gobby.  She'd  take  up  with  a  dud  if 
he  was  only  arty. 

S.T.Y. :  Is  that  man  over  there 
slightly  intoxicated? 

1st  Flapper:  He  always  has  a  dose 
of  shellac.  He's  got  the  boffos,  or 
he'd  be  applesauce. 

S.T.Y.:  Do  nice  girls  go  to  dances 
with  him? 

1st  Flapper:  He  always  brings 
along  a  Ritzy  girl,  and  she  doesn't 
need  to  carry  mad  money. 

2nd  Flapper:  He'd  be  kippy 
enough   for  me,   if   they  didn't  object. 

1st  Flapper:  If  I  was  his  girl,  I 
shouldn't  think  him  the  cat's  pajamas. 
I'd  sooner  go  out  with  a  scandal- 
walker,  unless  he  happened  to  be  a 
dumb-otis. 

2nd  Flapper:    Can  you  butt  me? 

1st  Flapper:    Certainly  old  dear. 

2nd  Flapper:  You'll  think  me  a 
regularly  grubber.  That's  the  third 
to-day. 

1st  Flapper:  Go  on,  you're  the 
bee's  knees  to  me. 

S.T.Y. :    I  think  I  am  ready  to  go. 

1st  Flapper:     Did   I   was. 

S.T.Y. :    I  beg  your  pardon. 

2nd  Flapper:  We're  quite  ready  to 
blow  the  joint. 


S.T.Y.:  I  think  I  know  all  about 
these  dances  now. 

(They  get  ready  to  depart). 
GLOSSARY 

{For   those   who   wish    to   enrich   their 
language.) 

Apple-sauce — A  rank  outsider,  or 
something   that  is   ruled   out. 

Brooksy  boy  —  A  man  who  is  a 
good  dresser. 

Bozark — A  girl  with  a  solid  ivory 
head. 

Blaah — Anything  that   is  no  good. 

Bell-polisher — A  young  man  who 
holds  a  long  conversation  in  the  porch. 

Buffos — Dollars,  and  plenty  of 
them. 

Butt  me — Provide  me  with  a  cigar- 
ette. 

Bee's  knees — Something  that  is  in 
your  good  graces,  though  where  the 
parallel   comes   in,   we   cannot  explain. 

Blow    the   joint — Leave    the    place. 

Cast  your  glimmers — This  beauti- 
ful verb  means  to  look  at. 

Crumb-gobblers  —  People  whose 
idea  of  a  good  time  is  to  eat  and  talk. 

Crashers — People  who  butt  into 
parties  where  they  are  not  wanted. 

The  cat's  pajamas  —  Anything 
that  is  very  good. 

Dumb   otis — A  stupid   man. 

Did  I  was — "I  second  that  motion" 
or  "I  approve  of  that  proposal." 

Darbs  —  A  good  natured  fellow 
with  lots  of  money,  who  insists  upon 
paying  the  check. 

Dud — A    boy    or    girl    who    lacks 

pep- 
Dose   of   shellac  —  Too     much     to 

drink. 

Gobby — Lacking  in  style  generally. 

Grab  a  Flop — Sit  down. 

Grubber — A  person  who  is  always 

borrowing  cigarettes. 

Greaseball — A  handsome  foreigner. 
(Continued   on  Page  32) 
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BLOOD  BROTHERS 

By  T.  S.  REPPLIER 

SCENE:  The  sleeping  room  of  a 
young  bachelor. 

TlME:      Midnight    or    thereabouts. 

An  evening  coat  is  draped  careless- 
ly over  the  back  of  a  chair,  with  the 
vest  reposing  jauntily  on  the  floor  be* 
side  it.  The  occupant  of  the  room  is 
a  shapeless  form  beneath  the  covers  of 
a  tousled  bed ;  he  snores  uneasily,  and 
from  time  to  time  passes  a  fluttering 
hand   over  his  brow. 

As  the  curtain  rises  a  window  of 
the  room  slides  up  noiselessly,  and  a 
masked  form  precipitates  itself  into  the 
room.  The  intruder  is  dressed  id 
rough  clothes,  wears  a  mask  over  the 
upper  part  of  his  face  and  carries  both 

a  flashlight  and  a  gun .    .  . 

..Victim,  turning  uneasily:  "Urr- 
wumph!" 

The  intruder  turns  his  torch  for  an 
instant  upon  the  sleeping  man,  is  satis- 
fied that  he  has  nothing  to  fear,  and  at 
once  begins  a  deft  search  of  a  small 
cabinet  in  the  corner.  All  is  well  un- 
til a  drawer,  being  pulled  loose  from 
its  moorings,  clatters  to  the  floor  with 
a  horrible  uproar. 

Victim,    sleepily:     "S'matter?" 

Intruder,  sternly:  "All  right,  me 
lad,  since  you're  awake,  stick  up  your 
mitts!" 

Victim,  calmly  snapping  on  lights: 
"Cheerio!     Welcome   to  our  city." 

Intruder:      "Stick   'em  up!" 

Victim  does  so,  dazedly. 

Victim:  "Say,  wassa  excitement? 
Whose  party  is  this?" 

Intruder:  "Stow  that  stuff!  Youse 
do  what  you're  told,  see?" 

Victim,  politely:  "Anything  to 
oblige  a  guest.  But  if  I  may  be  so 
indiscreet  as  to  inquire,  to  whom  do  I 
owe  the  honor  of  this  visit?" 

Intruder:  "Honor  is  good,  bo.  It 
ain't  every  day  I  bust  in  on  a  little 
joint  like  this.  High  class  places  is 
my  meat." 

Victim,    sleepily:       "I'm    sure    I'm 


W!t    ^Sfe 
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ROB  CUT 
FORKX . 

V  S    FIELTHKA. 

Parliamentary  Smiles 


By  F.  Lc  MESSURIER. 


properly    impressed.     Don't   mind   me, 
go  right  ahead." 

Intruder:  "I  guess  youse  know  what 
I'm  after,  all  right.  I  watched  you 
buy  that  sparkler  at  Roaries  yester- 
day, and  I  happen  to  know  you  ain't 
give   it   away." 

Victim:  "Oh,  that.  Why  didn't 
you  say  so  at  first?  Well,  I  may  as 
well  save  you  the  bother  of  wrecking 
the  place  —  you'd  find  it  sooner  or 
later." 

Intruder:      "Well?" 


Victim:  "In  the  tin  box  on  the 
shelf  in  the  closet."  (Moodily:) 
"Well,  Gwen's  show  is  going  on  the 
road,  anyway." 

The  intruder  backs  cautiously  to  the 
door  of  the  closet  indicated,  keeping  a 
wary  eye  on  the  victim,  gun  in  hand. 
He  opens  the  door,  and  feels  carefully 
along  the  shelf. 

Victim:  "No,  no,  over  there  to  the 
right  a  little.  There,  that's  it.  Take 
the  bloomin'  thing  and  toddle  along.  I 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Much  Ado  About  Nothing 

(A  news  reel  picture  shows  three 
Egyptian  princesses  with  parly  enter- 
ing King  Tutankhamens  tomb.  A 
small  dog  is  seen  running  along  beside 
the  formal  procession.) 

Three  royal  princesses 
Out  of  Egypt's  court, 
In  long  black  dresses 
And  a  dignified  escort, 
A  dark  cabinet  minister 
With    attendant   aide, 
Looking  grave  and  sinister, 
As  on  a  church  parade, 
A   general   captivating 
With  the  waistline  of  a  hog. 
Six  maids  in  waiting.    .    .    . 
And  a  little  dog. 

A   most   exalted   native 

In  a  robe  of  shining  white, 

Surely  indicative 

Of  a  most  impressive  rite, 

Four  excavators, 

Two   grey   sages 

(Publicity  haters, 

Important   personages), 

Such  a  mighty  retinue 

Visiting  the  dead! 

"I  should  really  see  this  through!" 

The  little  dog  said. 

Three  tall  princesses 

Going  on  before. 

The  train  behind  presses 

To  the  little  door. 

Noblemen  and  gentlemen, 

Men  of  high  degree, 

The  tomb  of  old  Tutankhamen 

Enter  eagerly 

Inside  not  a  bone, 
Nor  a  rat  instead. 
"Unwarranted    excitement," 
The  little  dog  said. 

G— G— G 

MAURES  IS  ACCUSED 

OF  PROVOKING  MURDER 

Mail  and  Empire,  March   10 

The   victim's   relatives   are   reported 
to  be   feeling  really  very,  very  vexed. 


IV (m  tw- 
itching to  get  on  with  it. 


O  Fons  Bandusiae,  Amo,  Amas,  Amat! 


I  was  aware  of  your  presence  even 
before  I  entered  the  room.  An  unde- 
finable  something  seemed  to  be  lead- 
ing me  on,  and  when  my  eyes  fell  on 
you,  so  clear-skinned,  so  rounded,  so 
full  of  curves,  such  poise!  my  mind 
swept  back  to  the  blue  rippling  on  the 
Mediterranean  shores,  the  soft  frag- 
rance of  the  South,  the  sunny  skies 
that  are  perpetually  above  the  Anda- 
lusian  hills.      Ah!    we  draw  together. 


To-morrow  I  may  turn  away,  and  my 
friends  may  turn  away,  leaving  only 
the  lingering  acid  of  remorse.  But  to- 
night you  are  mine,  mine,  MINE! 
Mine  because  I  have  claimed  you  from 
a  thousand  others.  I  know  that  Fate 
has  drawn  us  together — is  it  necessary 
to  say  more? 

(No.  Enough  has  already  been  said 
about  this  Spanish  onion.) 
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Read  It  and  Weep 
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Great  Mystery  at  Last  Solved  — 

Has  Baffled  Seventy  Acres  of  Cops 

Facts  Bared  by  Special  Writer 

Solution   is    Result   of    Excellent    Deductive    Methods 
Employed   by  Newspaper  Investigator 


(Special  Gabble  to  the  Onion  Skin) 

The  mystery  which  has  baffled  70 
acres  of  detectives  and  policemen 
since  this  date  some  time  ago  has 
now  been  finally  solved  by  a  feature 
writer  of  the  United  Clothes  Press, 
Egg  Beater,  who  last  night  presented 
his  case  to  Judge  Awrawrs.  The 
jidp-e  expects  to  open  the  case  to-day. 

Egg  Beater  has  been  at  work  on 
the  mystery,  the  disappearance  of  A. 
J.  Little,  as  long  as  anyone  would 
care  to  remember  but  it  was  only  yes- 
terday that  he  announced  to  the  O.  S 
that  he  had  knocked  it  foi-  a  goal. 

"My  solution  is  very  simple,"  he 
said.  "In  fact,  it  is  so  simple,  that 
it  is  damfoolish.  I  was  not  at  first 
sure  that  my  solution  was  what  it  ap- 
peared to  be  but  after  adding  two 
fingers  of  insulin,  I  obtained  a  moun- 
tain haze  precipitate  which  was  what 
I  sought." 

Well,  Who  is  He? 

"The  answer  to  the  question  the 
public  has  been  asking  is  very  ob- 
vious," he  went  on.  "Who  is  A.  Jay 
Little  or  rather  where  is  A.  Jay 
Little?" 

He  paused  before  continuing.  "A. 
Jay  Little,"  he  stated,  "ia  no  one  else 
than  Barney  Google.  Let  us  go  into 
the  court  evidence  pro  ipso  facto,  sine 
die  and  ad  valorem.  It  was  brought 
forward  that  A.  Jay  '.  ittle  was  fond 
of  horses.  Mr.  Google's  Spark  Plug 
is  a  pair  of  household  words.  The 
name  was  not  definitely  mentioned 
during  the  Little  case  but,  as  you 
know,  the  Attorney-General  of  On- 
tario has  been  agitating  for  the  sup- 
pression of  the  publication  of  racing 
information.  The  name  Spark  Plug 
could  be  classed  as  an  "entry"  hunc 
pro  tunc — indeed  because  of  its 
double-barrelled  characteristics,  it 
mifrht  be  referred  to  as  a  double  en- 
try. 

"Further  and  more,  Mr.  Google  is 
never  seen  in  Canada  where  he  might 
be  brought  in  touch  with  those  who 
would  claim  he  was  the  piece  de  re- 
sistance ad  infinitum.  He  never  com- 


municates with  members  of  nis  family 
of  whom  he  was  previously  very  fond 
and  no  reason  is  given  in  for  this  fail- 
ure." 

"Izzat  so?"  queried  the  reporter. 

"I  might  say  if  I  cared  to,  that  he 
never  communicates  with  anyone  with 
whom  he  is  supposed  to  have  been 
previously  connected." 

"Izzat  so?"  queried  the  reporter. 

"As  to  his  financial  condition,  I 
will  take  that  up  with  anyone  inti- 
mately connected  with  the  case  who 
is  such  a  fool  as  to  make  enquiries  of 
me  concerning  the  discovery." 

"Izzat  so?"  queried  the  reporter. 
Awful  if   True 

"In  conclusion,  may  I  wish  you 
all  a  very  Merry  Christmas  at  re- 
duced rates,"  the  distinguished  Mr. 
Peater  added.  "My  connection  with 
the  Booby  Hatch  Industries  is  well 
known  but  that  is,  of  course,  beside 
the  question." 

"But  have  you  made  any  attempt 
to  get  in  touch  with  Mr.  B.  Google, 
whose  name  is  so  prominently  men- 
tioned in  these  here  conversations?" 
the  reporter  asked,  putting  on  the 
best  hat  in  the  house  preparatory  to 
taking  his  departure. 

"No,  indeed,"  was  the  curt  reply, 
(crescendo),  as  the  speaker  held  open 
the  revolving  doors,  "that  might  very 
possibly   ruin   the   whole   story." 


A  LEAK  IN   LEEKS 

(Special  To-day) 

Ottawa,  April  22.— The  deputy- 
minister  of  fruit  and  vegetables  in 
the  Dominion  Government  has  thus 
far  refused  to  divulge  the  name  of 
the  person  or  persons,  so-cull?d,  who 
was  or  were  responsible  for  the  let- 
ting out  of  the  information  that  a 
head  tax  on  lettuce  and  60  per  cent, 
over  proof  duty  on  leeks  was  about 
to   be   imposed   sooner  or  later. 

"Was  it  a  little  bird?"  the  reporter 
asked  learnedly. 

"If  it  was,  it  was  a  secretary  bird," 
was  the  only  reply  the  head  of  the  de- 
partment would  vouchsafe. 


ILLEGAL  ROBBERY 
RATHER  FRUSTRATED 

New  York,  March  20.  —  After  a 
hand-to-mouth  battle  which  was  only 
settled  after  fighting  two  overtime 
periods,  prohibition  enforcement  of- 
ficers succeeded  in  frustrating  one 
of  the  most  daring  attempts  at  rob- 
bery ever  undertaken  in  or  near  this 
city  illegally. 

Accompanied  by  an  orchestra,  150 
members  of  the  Full  Figure  or  Bust 
Club  slipped  out  under  cover  of  dark- 
ness to  steal  the  Statue  of  Liberty 
from  the  harbor,  it  being  their  in- 
tention to  ship  it  to  Montreal  express 
prepaid  where  it  would  be  erected  in 
the  St.  Lawrence  river  or  words  to 
that  effect. 

A  Moving  Sight 

Rip  Snorter,  who  served  overseas 
with  a  tank  battalion,  but  who  is 
now  much  attached  to  the  Volstead 
Guards  and  official  taster  for  the 
fleet  working  off  the  coast,  was  the 
first  to  notice  what  was  happening. 
He  had  just  finished  diagnosing  a 
case  of  newly-seized  Scotch  on  board 
the  S.S.  Snifter  and,  coming  on  deck, 
noticed  the  statue  heading  seaward 
towed  by  a  fast  disappearing  pro- 
pellor  boat. 

He  shouted  to  the  rest  of  the  crew, 
but  they  replied  that  it  was  old  stuff 
and  that  they  themselves  had  often 
witnessed  the  whole  city  turning 
somersaults  in  other  days.  Snorter 
insisted  and  it  was  soon  evident  that 
others  beside  the  original  sculptor 
had  designs  on  the  work  of  art. 

Capt.  C.  Water  ordered  full  speed 
ahead  and  as  he  had  the  rail  posi- 
tion soon  overtook  the  nasty  fellows. 
A  terrific  struggle  ensued  and  both 
sides  were  forced  to  use  many  sub- 
stitutes. 

A  number  of  the  culprits,  who  are 
free-lance  writers  in  private  life, 
managed  to  make  their  escape  by 
disguising  themselves  as  sea-going 
hacks.  Others  who  were  already 
three  sheets  in  the  wind  and  had  the 
advantage  of  a  breezy  manner,  easily 
outsailed   their   pursuers. 

Capt.  C.  Water  seized  67  of  them, 
however,  and  turned  them  over  to 
the   city   police. 

Seen  this  morning,  Magistrate 
Wineberg  made  the  following  state- 
ment: "I  have  had-  the  poor  bums 
put  in  the  jug  and  they  will  be  well 
soaked  when  thev  come  before  me 
today." 
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Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers, 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whet 
this  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  with 
Department,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 

THE  ISLE  OF  RETRIBUTION.  By  Edison  Marshall. 
Longman,  Green  and  Co.     $2.00. 

Novels  may  be  roughly  divided  into  classes,  the  "inevitable" 
which  is  a  story  genuinely  felt  by  the  writer  and  the  "mechan- 
ical" which  is  usually  written  because  of  a  commercial  demand. 
The  well-deserved  success  which  met  "The  Sky  Line  of 
Spruce"  has  moved  Edison  Marshall  to  try  a  second  excursion 
into  the  far  North.  This  time  he  has  not  been  so  happy  in 
his  theme.  Though  "The  Isle  of  Retribution"  is  an  ingenious 
and  at  times  an  interesting  story,  it  is  really  a  tract  on  the  evils 
of  intemperance  and  the  futility  of  money  standards.  As  such 
it  decidedly  belongs  to  the  "mechanical"  class. 

The  story  naturally  falls  into  two  parts.  The  first  deals  with 
a  wasteful  young  American  who  is  induced  to  take  charge  of  a 
trading  expedition  to  the  Aleutian  Islands.  He  hopes  to  ex- 
change silk  dresses  for  valuable  furs.  Together  with  him  go 
his  fiancee,  his  fiancee's  mother  and  a  poor  but  honest  seam- 
stress who  is  to  alter  the  dresses  for  the  Indian  buyers.  So  far 
the  tale  is  fantastically  improbable. 

Then,  through  the  hero's  intemperate  habits,  the  yacht  is 
wrecked  on  a  lonely  island,  and  the  younger  members  of  the 
party  are  rescued  to  become  the  slaves  of  an  escaped  Siberian 
exile  whose  mind  is  diseased  through  his  past  sufferings.  With 
almost  unbelievable  suddenness  the  hero  reforms  and  becomes  a 
strong  man,  able  to  cope  with  his  captor. 

The  descriptions  of  the  wild  scenery  of  the  Arctic  island,  the 
fight  with  the  wolf,  the  experiences  of  the  trappers,  are  all  well 
done  and  redeem  the  story  from  being  merely  commonplace. 
The  romance  serves  as  a  palatable  capsule  for  the  lessons  it  is 
intended  to  convey. 

G— G— G 

THE  MIDDLE  OF  THE  ROAD.  By  Sir  Phillip  Cibbs. 
Toronto:     McClelland  and  SteWarl,  Publishers. 

In  the  vale  of  the  immortals,  in  that  particular  nook  devoted 
to  understanding  but  misunderstood  martyrs,  that  region  pre- 
sided over  by  one,  Mark  Sabre  of  "If  Winter  Comes,"  there 
must  be  considerable  rejoicing  for  the  fold  is  about  to  receive  an 
illustrious  addition.  His  name  is  Major  Bertram  Pollard,  the 
hero  of  Sir  Phillip  Gibbs'  novel,  "The  Middle  of  the  Road." 
With  Pollard,  as  before  with  Sabre,  everything  comes  tumbling 
(Continued  on  page   36) 


are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
invite,  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
her  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
oat  charge. —  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 


Have  You  Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays,  for  a  few 
cents   a   day  ? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  Ti>«   r„».,or 
1184   Bay  Street,  South  of  Bloor. 


SWEET    PEPPER 


By  GEOFFREY   MOSS 


$2.00 


$2.00 


"Observer." — "If  'Sweet  Pepper'  is  a  first  attempt 
it  is  remarkable  indeed.  One  may  safely  say  that  the 
writer  of  it  is  an  efficient  novelist  ready  made.  .  .  . 
This  extraordinary  sincere  and  frank  study  is  true  to 
life  in  every  detail.  ...  A  book  to  be  read  by  every 
intelligent  man  and  woman  who  can  get  hold  of  a 
copy.  * 

"Truth." — "The  tragedy  of  Jill  Mordant  is  enacted 
in  Budapest.  .  .  .  Jill,  'axed'  from  the  British  Mili- 
tary Mission  (in  Vienna),  .  .  .  seeks  a  quick  cut 
to  easy  money  by  becoming  the  mistress,  successively, 
of  a  Hungarian  nobleman  and  a  Hungarian  prince. 
Then  true  love  and  Harry  appear,  and  Jill  finds — 
but  that  the  reader  must  discover.  A  well-conceived, 
well-written,  and  extremely  interesting  book." 


Longmans,  Green  &  Co. 


210  Victoria  St. 


Toronto 
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Hair  Stays 
Combed,  Glossy 

"Hair-Groom"    Keeps    Hair 
Combed— Weil-Groomed 


Goblin 


GROOM 

TRADE  MARK  REG 

Keeps  Hair 

Combed 


Millions    Use    It — Fine    for    Hair. 
— Not  Sticky,  Greasy  or  Smelly 

Get  a  jar  of  "Hair-Groom"  from  any 
druggist  for  a  few  cents  and  make  even 
stubborn,  unruly  or  shampooed  hair  stay 
combed  all  day  in  any  style  you  like. 
"Hair-Groom"  is  a  dignified  combing 
cream  which  gives  that  natural  gloss 
and    well-groomed    effect    to    your    hair 

that  final  touch  to  good  dress  both  in 
business   and    on    social   occasions. 

Greaseless,  stainless  "Hair-Groom" 
doos  not  show  on  the  hair  because  it  is 
absorbed  by  the  scalp,  therefore  your 
hair  remains  so  soft  and  pliable  and  so 
natural  that  no  one  can  possibly  tell 
you    used    it. 


W\)t  Pluetnrb 

2Tea  Eooma 

699  SPADINA  AVENUE 

(One  Block  South  of  Bloor) 

Trinity  5691         Open  Sundays 

Have   You   Tried   Our 

Mid-day  Sunday 

Dinner? 


"SAL  AD  A"  is  sold  only  in 
sealed  aluminum  packets. 
This  is  a  distinctive  feature. 
The  tea  is  kept  fresh,  fra- 
grant and  delicious  at  all 
times  as  a  result. 

"SALADA" 


Enriching  the  Language 

(Continued  from  page   17) 

Mad  money — Money  that  a  girl 
carries  in  her  pocket,  in  case  the  boy 
who  invites  her  out  runs  short  of  ber- 
ries, or  jack,  or  chips,  or  whatever  he 
calls  his  purchasing  power. 

One-way  kid — A  fellow  who  likes 
to  start  an  outing  and  lets  somebody 
else  pay  for  it. 

Pocket-twisting  —  Costing  a  young 
man  who  takes  you  out  as  much  as 
possible. 

Ritzy — Smart,  classy-looking,  well- 
dressed. 

Slunge — The  lowest  form  of  human 
being  to  be   found  in  smart  society. 

Scandal  walker — A  smart  young 
man  who  talks  maliciously  about 
everybody. 

Slummer — A  person  who  seeks  co- 
cial  enjoyment  at  studio  parties. 

They — Uttered  in  tones  of  disgust, 
this  word  means  parents  or  elderly  peo- 
ple who  object  to  modern  ways  and 
manners. 

Tomato — A  girl  who  is  a  wonder 
as  a  dancing  partner  and  who  will 
dance  all  night.  Otherwise  she  is  a 
wach-out. 


MAIL 

V/OUR  PHOTO  AND 
T$222  fOR  APCNOI. 
OR  CRAYON  SKCTCH 
$325  FOR  A  pew 
ANO  INK  SKETCH 
TO~tj(ff  ®AKe«_ 

39  tee  Ave. Toronto 

ask  for  focoea 
'Becocie  AN  ARTIST 


TENT  CITY  INN 

LAKE  SIMCOE_ 

Kxccllcnt  accommodation  for  school  or  college  clubs 
at  special  rates.  G.T.R..  Lefroy:  or  T.&Y.R..  Island 
Grove. ^|  Apply    Lome    Jacks,   Belle    Ewart,    Ontario. 


You  really  should  get  That  Wonderful 
Fox    Trot 

"You  Tell  Her 

I  Stutter" 

With  "Way  Down  Yonder  in  New 
Orleans"  on  the  other  side,  on 

Brunswick  Record 

No.  2404 

Plays  on  Any  Phonograph  All  Brunswick  Dealers 

The  Musical  Merchandise  Sales  Co. 

79  Wellington  St.  W.,  Toronto 


Goblin 


23 


JKl02,000 
101,000 
100,000 


Published  for  fifty 
years  at  King  and 
Bay   Sts.      Toronto 


In  the  lead- 

50  years  of  growth 


In  its  thirtieth  year — 1901 — the  Mail  & 
Empire  had  a  circulation  of  36,624. 

Ten  years  later  it  passed  the  44,000  mark. 

In  1915  it  was  nearly  74,000. 

In  1920  it  had  grown  to  82,224. 

In  1921  it  all  but  reached  100,000,  passing 
all  other  morning  papers  in  Canada,  and  has 
remained  in  the  lead  ever  since. 

The  net  paid  circulation  of  The  Mail  & 
Empire,  as  proved  by  the  last  report  of  The 
Audit  Bureau  of  Circulations,  September  30, 
1922,  was  102,337.  That  of  its  nearest  follower 
was  98,406. 

That  lead  has  been  materially  increased  in 
the  last  few  months  and  is  steadily  growing. 

— a  dominant  circulation  of  unmistakable 
significance. 


nip  it? 


The  only  morning  paper  in  Canada  guaranteeing 
over  100,090  circulation 
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EDDYS  MATCHES 

THE  QUALITY  MATCHES  SINCE  1851 


EDDY'S 
.  SAFETY 
MATCHES 


Pell 


corrmOHT  1923 
IV  C.  P.  *  CO. 
Or    CAN.     LTD. 


EDDY'S 

SESQUI 

MATCHES 


When  Simple  Simon  met  the  pieman 
They  both  stopped  for  a  smoke. 

The  match  he  struck  upon  the  box 
Was  soft  and  quickly  broke. 

"  I  wish  you'd  had  an  Eddy  match, 
Like  other  decent  folk!" 


THE  E.  B.  EDDY  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

HULL, QUEBEC 


^2a>s^ 


& 


"Arrow 

Collar 

for  spring  -  A  low- 
rolled  front  collar 
of  very  attractive 
appearance. 

Cluett,  Peabody  &  Co.,  of  Can.  Limited 


"A  coming  Prime  Minister,"  was  the  descrip- 
tion given  to  a  boy  of  fourteen  who  recently  won 
first  prize  in  an  essay  competition.  We  would  there- 
fore advise  him  to  commence  writing  his  "memoirs" 
without  delay.  — Passing  Show. 

G— G— G 

Teacher — Who  can  give  me  a  sentence  us.ng  the 
word  fundamental? 

Ikey — My  sister  went  out  horseback  riding  and 
when  she  came  home  for  lunch  she  had  to  eat  fund- 
amental. — Brown  Jug. 
G— G— G 

It  is  strange  that  the  sailors  who  proudly  boast 
of  having  "a  girl  in  every  port"  do  not  discover  that 
the  girl  usually  has  "a  lover  on  every  ship." 

—  Widow. 


3£& 


He    remembers    that    bargain. 
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SPIRIN 

SAY  "BAYER"  when  you  buy.     Insist! 

Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on  tablets,  you  are 
not  getting  the  genuine  Bayer  product  prescribed  by 
physicians  over  23  years  and  proved  safe  by  millions  for 


Colds 
Toothache 

Neuritis 
Neuralgia 


Headache        • 
Rheumatism 
Lumbago 
Pain,  Pain 


Accept  only  "Baver"  package  which  contains  proper  directions. 

Handy  "Bayer"  boxes  of  12  tablets— Also  bottles  of  24  and  100— Druggists. 


At    Hart    House    Tuck    and    most    good    shops 


New  Dodge 

Willis:  "Didn't  your  wife  bawl  you 
out  last  night  when  she  woke  up  when 
you  came  home?" 

Gillis:  "No,  I  fooled  her.  I  stood 
in  the  hall  an  hour,  delivered  a  lecture 
on  'Civic  Righteousness,'  told  a  bed- 
time story,  and  sang  three  grand  opera 
selections,  and  she  thought  she  had 
forgotten  to  turn  off  the  radio." 

— Judge. 
G— G— G 
All  the  world's  a  stage, 

Is  a  thought  that's  universal ; 
But  the  women  all  believe 

The  show's  a  dress  rehearsal. 
— Punch  Bowl. 


|  TINTERN  I 

Tea  Rooms 


47    St.    George  Street 

PHONE:  TRINI  TY  2731 


BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

|      SpeciaiRates:    10    Tickets  $3.00 

SUNDAY: 
Dinner,  I  to  2;      Tea,  5  to  6 

I     Luncheon  pcrties  arranged  for     j 
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Held  this  way — the 
Medium  Round  Pointed 
Nib  suits  a  \  ast  majority 
of  writers  and  works 
well  on  all  papers. 


Held  this  way — use 
Accountant  Point. 
Writes  with  an  un- 
shaded light,  but  clear 
stroke  that  requires  no 
blotting. 


Waternmn's 

( Ideal ) 
Fou^^Pen 

"The  'Daddy  of  Them  oAll" 

THE  way  you  hold  your  pen  calls  for  a 
certain  typeof  nib  that  you  should  use 
if  you  wish  the  utmost  in  pen  satisfaction. 
The  illustrations  show  five  of  many  hun- 
dreds that  you  can  get  in  Waterman's 
Ideal  Fountain  Pens. 

Your  dealer  will  help  you  make  the  selec- 
tion that  fits  your  handwriting  best. 

$7-50 

**  and  up 
Selection  and  Service  at  best  stores  everywhere 


Held  this  way — you  will 
find  that  an  Oblique 
Stub  gives  you  the  great- 
est degree  of  pen  satis- 
faction. It  fits  the  slant 
at  which  it  touches  the 
paper. 


179  St.  James  Street,  Montreal 

New  York  Boston 

San  Francisco  London 


Left-handers  will  find 
pen  perfection  in  this 
Turn -Up  Point.  Can- 
not catch  or  splutter. 
Obtainable  in  fine, 
coarse  or  medium 
troke. 


Chicago 
Paris 


Held  this  way  —  you 
should  use  a  Manifold 
Point.  It  is  a  great  favor- 
ite with  "  backhanders  " 
and  high-speed  writers. 


Amourettes 

A  while  ago 
My  love  was  Flo  — 
It's   now   Marie. 


MODERN  DANCING 

MISS   EDNA    HINCH 

356  BrunswickjAve. 

Fox  Trot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private 

Lessons 

Special  rates  to  students 
For     Appointment   Phone   Trinity    37 


Who  next  'twill  be 
I  do  not  know 
Nor  care,  just  so 
The  maid  can  show 

A  shapely  knee, 
A  wil- 
Y  wit,  a  doe  — 
Like  grace  of  toe. 

Provided  she 

Can  int'rest  me. 
My  flame  shall  glow  — 

A  while.   —  Jester. 


Where  does  Sir  Oliver  Lodge? 
Where  Ouija  Boards. 


Copper  Kettle  Tea  Room 

78  College  Street 

PHONE  NORTH    9668w 

Luncheon,    12-2,    35c    and    50c. 

Afternoon  Tea,  3-5,  a   la  carte. 

Dinner,    5.30-6.30,    65c   or  a    la   carte. 

Catering    to    private    parties. 

AH   home-made  cooking. 
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Good  Bye 

'Tactorg LMade« 

Thafs  what  ijoiill  say 
when  you  learn  to 
"Roll  your  own 'with 
ORiNOCO^Just  a 
little  practice  and 
youll  never  go  back 
to  the 'factory  madet 
Each  freshly  rolled 
cigarette  gives  you 
the  full  rich  fragrance 
of  the  Virginia  leaf— 
and  saves  you  money 

Roll  your  own  with 

ORINOCO 

-It's  easif 


T£Sl' 


eft 


/"0 


r^O 


69 


45 

mettes       j 


G.  B.  Samuelson 

presents 

©tborce" 


The  Romantic  Story  of  Napoleon 
Buonaparte,  the  Maker  and 
Breaker  of  Kings. 

Week  of      All  Richmond  & 

May  7th  AllBTi  Victoria 


Blood    Brothers 

(Continued  from  page    18) 

have  to  get  up  before  nine  in  the 
morning.  Here,  you're  reaching  too 
far  ....   " 

(A  bang  and  a  swish  of  flowing 
liquid)  ....  "My  God,  man,  you've 
ruined  six  weeks'  work!  This  is  a 
nice  way  to  return  my  hospitality!" 

Intruder:  "Huh?  Watcha  got  in 
these?" 

Victim,'  angrily:  "In  there,  you 
numbskull,  is  the  best  beer  ever  made 
by  an   amateur!' 


Are  you  a  Captive? 

If  you  are  a  captive  of  habit 
—spending  thoughtlessly 
without  making  simple  but 
adequate  provision  for  the 
future — you  lack  liberty  just 
as  much  as  when  physically 
a  captive. 

$10  a  month  invested  in  de- 
pendable investments  will 
with  interest  at  6%compound- 
ed  halt-yearly  amount  to 
$4,524.07  in  20  years. 

$  25  a  month  to—  $11,310.19 

$100  a  month  co— $45,240.75 

— goodly  estates 

Nothing  gives  a  man  a  greater 
feeling  of  liberty,  freedom,  inde- 
pendence, than  the  gradual  accumu- 
lation of  dependable  investments. 
Suggestions  on  request. 

A £ AMES &  CO 

DEPENDABLE    INVESTMENTS    -    ESTABLISHED  /SB9 

MONTREAL  TORONTO    NEW  Y0F>K 
VICTORIA. B.C.  CHICAGO.  ILL 


Intruder:  "I'm  sorry,  Mister.  Say 
is  that  dope  any  good?" 

Victim,  enthusiastically:  "Good! 
Good?  Lord,  man,  Pabst  in  his 
palmy  days  never  made  beer  like  that. 
I  tell  you,  with  four  pints  of  hops  .  .  " 

Intruder,  aghast:  "Four  pints!  I 
never  used  but  two!" 

Victim,  contemptuously:  "Milk  and 
water!  Not  near  kick  enough.  Say, 
did  you  ever  try  adding  about  six 
prunes  after  she  starts  to  foam? 
Here    .     .     .     .  (He  drags  the  in- 

truder over  to  the  bed,  where  a  partly 
filled  tumbler  rests  on  the  table.) 
"Here,  er  —   ?" 

Intruder:    "Mac." 

Victim:  "Here,  Mac,  drink  this. 
Slowly,  now!  Get  'at  flavor?  .  .  . 
There,  now  what  do  you  say?" 

Mac,  dazedly:  "Wow!  .  .  Wow! 
Say,  er — ?" 

Victim:     "Perce." 

Mac:  "Say,  Perce,  what  did  you 
say?     Four  pints  of   ... 

Perce:  "Sure!..  .  .  Say,  there's 
the  tin  box." 

Mac:      "Aw,  stow  it!      Let's  see, 
about  four  pints  of  hops,  huh?      And 
two  gallons  of  water   ..." 
Slow   Curtain. 


Goblin 

A  BUSINESS  WOMAN'S  SOLILOQUY 
To  wed  or  not  to  wed,  that  is  the  question: 
Whether  'tis  better,  after  all,  to  marry 
And  be  cajoled  and  bullied  by  a  husband. 
Or  to  take  up  stenography  or  clerking, 
And  slave,   alas:   for  someone  else's  husband? 
To  love — to  wed — and  by  a  wedding  end 
The  struggles  and  the  thousand  petty  cares 
That  "slaves"  are  heir  to — 'tis  a  rare  vocation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished  for.     To  love— to  wed — 
To  wed — perchance  divorce.     Aye,  there's  the  rub. 
For  in  that  dream  of  bliss  what  jolts  may  come 
When  we  have  cast  aside  our  little  jobs 
Must  make  us  wary.     There's  the  sorry  tho't 
That  makes  so  many  spinsters  hesitate. 
For  who  would  bear  the  long,  eternal  grind, 
The  employer's  joke,  the  chief  clerk's  contumely, 
The  insolence  of  the  office  boys,  and  smoke 
Of  last  week's  stogies  clinging  to  the  hair 
When  she  herself  may  quickly  end   it  all 
By  getting  married?      Who  would  not  exchange 
A  dingy  office  for  a  kitchenette — 
A   keyboard    for   a   cook-stove  or   cradle — 
But  that  dread  of  something  worse  to  come 
After   the   honeymoon — that   life  of   chance 
From  whose  dark  bourne  so  many  have  returned 
By  way  of  Reno — fills  us  with  dismay, 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  the  jobs  we  have 
Than  fly  to  evils  that  we  know  not  of? 
Thus  cowardice  makes  spinsters  of  so  many. 

G— G— G 
Eloise:  I  see  Dorothy  has  a  new  skunk  coat.     Doesn't 
it  suit  her  well? 

Heloise   (meaningly):      Yes! 
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PLAYER'S 

NAVY   CUT 

CIGARETTES 


Finest  Workmanship 


V    Eni°M  thirst- 


You  score  extra  points  with  this  bottle  or  glass 
Drink 
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Wandering  Feet- 

There  are  a  lot  of  them  in  this  full  length 
novel  that  opens  the  May  1st  issue;  dainty 
feet  of  women,  and  sturdy  feet  of  men,  all 
tramping  the  path  of  romance.  Bertrand 
W.  Sinclair  has  taken  his  living,  breathing 
characters  into  the  wilds  of  the  North,  and 
there  worked  out  a  thrilling  drama.  By 
the  way,  it's  called: 

The  Itch  of  the 
Wandering   Foot 

Perhaps  you've  seen  a  college  drama,  per- 
haps you've  been  messed  up  in  it  yourself; 
if  so,  you'll  relish  Stephen  Leacock's  por- 
trayal of  the  Greek  Drama  as  presented  in 
our  colleges.  There's  something  stimu- 
lating in  the  chaps  in  the  gallery  rooting 
for  Oroastus. 

Then  if  you  like  strong  meat  you  can 
follow  J.  K.  Munro  to  Ottawa  and  listen 
while  he  explains  why  Mediocrity  Can't 
Work  Miracles. 

Salta  Pro  Nobis 

There's  a  provocative  title  for  you.  It's  a 
story  by  John  Galsworthy,  and  it  isn't 
what  you'd  expect. 

There  is  a  wide  assortment  of  other  en- 
tertaining stories.  "  Henry  Holt  in  the 
Theft  of  the  Ocean  Queen,  tells  of  a  girl 
who  ran  away  with  a  schooner,  and  the 
why  and  wherefore.  Gilbert  Frankau 
deals  with  the  Sin  of  Witchcraft,  a  strange 
and  sombre  tale. 

It's  worth  while  looking  at,  this  issue,  for 
these  and  other  things,  that  all  appear  in 
the  May  1st  issue 

MACLEAN'S 

1        X'CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 

EDITOR:  J.  VERNON  McKENZIE,  VARSITY  '09 
ASSOC.  EDITOR:  J.  C.  RUTLEDGE,  VARSITY  '07 

Our  Circulation  Dept.  provides  an  opportunity  for 
profitable    employment    to    any    clean-cut    young    man., 


And  forgets  even   breakfast 

G— G— G 

Advertisement:  "Ontario  offers  immigrants  the  most 
healthful  climate  in  the  world." 

Canadian  Press  Dispatch:  "Honorable  Peter  Smith 
reports  nearly  four  million  dollars  have  been  collected 
from  Ontario's  liquor  sales  for  medicinal  purposes  dur- 
ing the  year   1922." 

G— G— G 
"Never  in  my  life,"  shouted  Mrs.  Asquith,  "have  I 
seen  so  much  back  biting  as  in  the  last  few  years." 

Voice  from  the  gallery:  "Hear!  Hear!  Curse  those 
low  backed  gowns." 

G— G— G 
To  Cupid 
Love,  you  have  been  my  master, 

I've  served  you  to  a  letter; 
But  could   I   live  a   second   time, 

I'd  serve  you  even  better. 
I've    followed   blindly   many   years. 

Each  year  a  little  farther, 
And  many  ladies  have  I  loved: 

It  never  was  a  bother. 
Each  time  I've  been  the  happier 

For  having  loved   more  dearly, 
And  then  I've  called  you  back  again: 

This  time  I  call  sincerely. 
For  I  am  old  and  twenty-one, 
Without  a  doubt  I'met  her. 
Oh,  Cupid,  help  me  one  more  time, 

Help  me  really  to  get  her.  E.  S. 


Mfjtttiome  3fan 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 


I 


w 


Phone:  College  9354 

The   handiest   rendezvous   in  Toronto;    just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the.  city. 


LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la    carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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REMEMBER 
MOTHER 

With  a  Box  of  Patterson's 

PRIVATE  STOCK 

on  Mother's  Day, 
Sunday,  May  13th. 

You  may  search  the  world's  marts  for  a  more  suitable  tribute, 
one  which  will  be  more  appreciated  than  a  box  of  Patter- 
son's Private  Stock  Chocolates  in  the 

GOLDEN  BOX 

but  to  no  avail.  This  beautiful  container  of  a  thousand  de- 
lights, of  which  each  is  a  revelation,  charming  the  palate  and 
bringing  kindly  remembrance  of  the  giver  with  each  delect- 
able dainty,  is  the  ideal  gift  box  for  such  a  time  as  Mother's 
Day. 

"Patterson  s  Private  Stock  Chocolates  are  synonymous  with 

the  best'* 

ONE  DOLLAR  ONE  DOLLAR 

PER  POUND  PER  POUND 


J&Uerscro  Gaudy  G- 


6%e    [1*2.  i  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^\~     i    L  ^^  A-^-i*  (  ^  limited 
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"GUTTA 
PERCHA" 

CORD  TIRES 


Gutta  Percha  &  Rubber,  Limited 

Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 
Branches  from  Coast  to  Coast 


«>J!X  ltVH0H3d  VJLXIIDm  *nH  J."P!P 
oqM  ubj\  aqj   10  jibjjjoj  b  puy 


^^M^l^/ 


ee]  Ela*e 


Portrait  of  a  Man  who 
Bought  "  GUTTA  PERCHA  "  Tires 


"Daddy,   what  is  a  breach  of  promise  suit?" 
"The  lesser  evil,  my  son." 


H     L 


AT  HOME 

as  Good  as  Any  Brewery  Ever  Made 

By  Purchasing 


|,ARGE  S|je 
Makes  so  Pint  Bottles 

$1.75 


SMALL     S|*E 

Makes  25  Pint  Bottles 

$1.00 


St.  Lawrence  Preserving  C°  Reod. 

-QUEBEC - 

or  sent  direct,  Postage  Prepaid  by 

Toronto  Agents:      E.  B.  NETTELFIELD  &  CO. 
35  Colborne  St.,  TORONTO 


"And  my  dear"  said  the  sweet  young  thing,  "what 
with  learning  to  skate  in  the  winter  and  my  riding  les- 
sons this  spring,  I  haven't  had  a  chance  to  sit  down 
and  rest  for   months." 

G— G— G 
Gordon:  Women  are  wonderfully  resourceful. 
Bordon:   How  now? 

Gordon:  Well,  if  nature  does  not  make  a  fool  of  a 
man,  some  woman  will. 

G— G— G 
Itinerant 
"In  time  of  trial,"   said   the  preacher,    "what  brings   us  the 
greatest  comfort?" 

"An  acquittal,"  responded  a  person  who  should  never  have 
been  admitted.  — Chaparral. 

G— G— G 
Stude — Nice  day. 
Prof. — -Yes.     I  have  heard  it  spoken  of  very  highly. 

— Gargoyle. 
G— G— G 
During  excavations  in  Hampshire  the  skeleton 
of  a  man  who  probably  lived  in  the  eleventh  cen- 
tury was  unearthed  and  found  to  be  pierced  by  no 
fewer  than  fourteen  arrows.  An  income-tax  col- 
lector evidently.  — Passing  Show. 


In  his  haste  to  save 
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College  Humour 

FREE! 

Drive  Away  Those  JVinter  Blues  to  the  Springtime  Air  of  a 
Free  Copy  of  the  April  Issue  of  College  Humour 

You  could  not  possibly  hope  to  read  all  of  the  71  College 
Comics  published  on  this  continent — but  in  COLLEGE 
HUMOUR  you  secure  the  best  of  the  wit,  whimsicality 
satire  and  brilliant  cartoons  of  these  breezy  publications. 

And  in  Goblin — but  we  will  quote  from  The  Toronto  Globe. 
"Goblin  has  an  air  of  delightful  absurdity  running  through 
all  its  poems,  sketches  and  unorthodox  contributions  which 
spurn  precedent  and  are  quick  with  originality,  out  judg- 
ing 'Judge'  and  out-living  'Life.'  " 

Burst  of  Hilaritv  in  Summer 

The  light  fancy  of  our  contributors  will  be  seen  at  its  best 
throughout  the  summer  months.  Movies  and  movie  fans; 
modern  dances  and  those  who  would  make  them  less  modern ; 
lip-stick  and  the  users  thereof;  vers  libre,  newspapers  and 
censors,  all  will  be  subjected  to  the  humourous  satire  with 
which  these  numbers  will  scintillate. 


TTrl  \  T  pr  '  HP1     '  '      GOBLIN   MAGAZINE, 

yV  fry       l\0l      OlgTl      lfllS  "  153   University  Ave.,  Toronto,  Canada. 


Coupi 


Everybody! 
—Let's  Go! 


^  I      Dear    Sirs: — Please    find    enclosed    $2.25    in    cheque,   money 

order  or  postage  in  payment  in  full  for  one  twelve  months' 
subscription  to  Goblin,  Canada's  Humourous  Monthly.  In 
addition  to  Goblin,  you  will  also  please  forward  Free  the 
April  issue  of  College  Humour,  the  Literary  Digest  of 
the  college  comic  field. 


Name    

I 

|      Street  and  No. 

I 

I      Town  or  City. 
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insome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 

There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"  I  find  'Winsome  Toilet  Soap  excellent — 
Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 
It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 
after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin   naturally  robust,    and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 


WL3 


Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Have  You  Heard  It? 

"Sawmill 

River  Road" 

with    "Farewell    Blues"    on    the    reverse    side. 

BRUNSWICK 
RECORD 

No.  2406 
At  All  Brunswick  Dealers 

The  Musical  Mdse.  Sales  Co. 

79  Wellington  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ontario 


The  Modern  Movie 

Polo  was  a  race  horse; 

Dick  his  nigger  groom ; 
Jimmy  Keen  his  owner; 

Red  Spark,  rival  toh'm. 

Johnston  was  the  Big  Man; 

Jess  his  daughter  rash. 
Jimmy  needs  must  woo  her, 

Pa   asks,   "Have  you  cash?" 

Jimmy,   poor   but   cheerful, 

Polo  he  will  race. 
Red  Spark,   Johnston,   gamblers. 

Set  him  now  a  pace. 

Neck  and  neck  the  horses; 

Jess  the  blonde  in  tears; 
Jimmy  stern  and  hawk-eyed. 

Silent   with   his   fears. 

Polo    first   with   honors! 

Jimmy's   pockets   win. 
Sweating    jockeys    swearing, 

Johnston   taking   gin. 

Dickie  patting  Polo; 

Jess  in  Jimmy's  arms; 
Gamblers   all   defeated. 

Next  week,  "Lure  that  Charms. 


Do  you  recognize  any  of 
your  Hamilton  friends 
on  the  back  cover  of 
this    month's    Goblin? 


Tea  Room 
Main  2473 


Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria :-  84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 
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A  suit  of  Hatchway  on  his  laundry  bill. 

Mrs.  Prof. — Are  you  quite  sure  you  are  true  to  me? 
Mr.    Prof. — Why,    of    course,    dear.         What    an    absurd 
question ! 

Mrs.    Prof. — Well    then,    kindly    explain    who    this    Violet 
Ray  is  you  are  always  talking  about.  — Tiger. 

G— G— G 
Motto  of  the  coal  dealer:    "It's  never  too  slate  to  send." 

— London  Opinion 

G_G— G 
Apparently   France's  idea  is  to  put  a  little   reverse   English 
on  the  Golden  Rule  and  do  as  she  would  have  been  done  by. 

— Exchange. 

G— G— G 

All  possibility  of  a  sugar  shortage  will   be  removed  when 

the  Cuban  planters  settle  down  to  raise  cane  and  the  speculators 

stop  doing  so.  — Exchange. 

G— G— G 

HAVE  THEY  COME  TO  THIS? 

A  radio  company  advertises  that  messages  may  be  sent  abroad 

"under    uncensored    American    control."      There    was    a    time 

when  the  same  meaning  would  have  been  conveyed  by  saying 

merely   "under   American   control."  — Colliers. 

G— G— G 

"This  water  has  germs   in   it.      You'd  better  boil   it  before 
drinking  it." 

"Nonsense,  I'd  just  as  leave  be  an  aquarium  as  a  cemetery." 

— Chaparral. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


>> 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES   AS   LOW    AS   THE   LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY  THE  BEST. 


How  to  Save  the  Price  of  a  Suit 
of  Underwear  in  One  Season 

The  New  Method  Laundry  of  Toronto  will  launder 
your  HATCHWAY  Underwear  at  two  cents  per 
garment  less  than  the  regular  price  —  because 
Hatchway  Underwear  has  no  buttons  to  break  or 
come  off. 

So,  in  addition  to  having  the  comfort  and  practical 
convenience  of  Hatchway  No  Button  Underwear, 
you  will  save  almost  enough  money  on  laundry 
bills  to  pay  for  one  suit  of  Hatchway  before  the 
year  is  out. 

If  a  big  laundry  can  wash  and  iron  Hatchway  at  a 
saving,  think  of  the  saving  at  home  in  sewing  on 
buttons   and   repairing   torn   button    holes. 

Get  Hatchway  No-Button  Underwear  in  the  style 
you  prefer — full-length  or  half-length  in  balbriggan 
— or  athletic  in  nainsook  at  men's  furnishing  stores. 

WOODS   UNDERWEAR  CO.,   LIMITED 
Toronto  -  Canada 


NO  BUTTON    UNDERWEAR 
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GOBLIN 

Canada's  only  humorous  publica- 
tion containing  the  brightest  of 
original  sketches,  satire,  carica- 
ture, and  dependable  literary  criti- 
cism and 

The  Canadian  Magazine 

Excelling  in  the  publication  of 
clean  inspiring  fiction  and  articles 
by  the  leading  men  and  women 
authors  of  the  Dominion 

are  now  offered  to  the  public 

on  a  special  clubbing 

proposition. 

You  may  have  them  both  for  one 
year  for  $4.00. 

Alone  The  Canadian  Magazine 
costs  $2.50  and  Goblin  costs  $2.25. 

Send  us  only  $4.00  and  they  are 
both  yours;  you  will  receive 
twenty-four  numbers  of  Canada's 
two  superior  and  most  entertain- 
ing periodicals. 


The  dotted  lines  are  for  your 
convenience. 

GOBLIN-  MAGAZINE, 

153  University  Avenue,  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs:  Please  find  enclosed 
$4.00  in  M.  O.,  cheque  or  stamps 
in  payment  in  full  for  one  year's 
subscription  to  each  of  Goblin 
Magazine  and  The  Canadian 
Magazine. 

Name 

Street  and  No 

Town  or  City 
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BOOKS — (Continued  from  page  21) 
about   his   ears    and   when    the   crowning    catastrophe    has    been 
reached,  there  is  always  another  in  the  offing  to  be  added  to  it. 
At   the   same   time    Pollard   is   a   very   human   martyr,    and   his 
sufferings  are  uncomfortably  convincing. 

The  experience  of  Sir  Phillip  Gibbs  as  a  war  correspondent, 
is  everywhere  evident  in  this  post-war  novel.  In  one  sense  it  is 
a  tour  of  the  principal  countries  of  Europe  for  the  purpose  of 
looking  into  the  mental  attitude  and  living  conditions  of  the 
people  there  to-day.  In  England,  it  appears,  the  chances  of  a 
great  communistic  upheaval  have  been  grossly  overestimated.  We 
find  the  upper  classes  in  a  semi-hysterical  state  over  the  pos- 
sibility. Their  historic  homes  for  sale,  self-pity  intrudes  itself 
into  the  conversation  of  the  somewhat  reduced  tea  table  of  Lord 
and  Lady  Blank.  The  lower  classes,  the  men  who  served  in 
the  line  are  described  as  being  in  a  pitiable  condition,  striving  to 
keep  together  the  bodies  and  souls  of  large  families  in  the  face 
of  a  dearth  of  jobs.  Bolshevism,  however,  if  we  are  to  believe 
Sir  Phillip,  is  far  removed  from  their  minds  and  a  decent  living 
more  desired  than  a  proletariat  government. 

He  finds  Ireland  consumed  with  anti-British  mania. 

In  France  the  opinion  that  England  has  betrayed  her  trust 
and  gone  over  to  Germany  seems  universal.  It  is  expected  that 
Germany  will  return  for  vengeance  as  soon  as  she  is  sufficiently 
powerful.  And  then — "We  do  not  love  war — but  when  it 
comes,  it  comes ! 

Germany  appears  very  sorry — for  herself.  "Her  glorious 
armies"  she  believes  were  never  defeated.  It  was  the  blockade, 
the  starvation  of  children,  that  lost  the  war.  So  reads  the 
German  mind.  Desire  for  revenge  is  apparent  but  mostly  for 
the  insults  of  France.  It  is  even  suspected  that  in  the  next  war, 
Britain  might  be  on  her  side.  But,  of  course,  they  say,  unless 
Germany  is  allowed  to  recover,  an  alliance  with  Russia  seems 
an  alternative  not  too  far  removed  from  possibility. 

It  is  the  portion  of  the  book  which  deals  with  Russia  that  is 
perhaps  the  most  interesting.  Certainly  it  is  the  most  appalling. 
Apparently  tales  of  famine,  horror  and  desolation  have  not  been 
made  strong  enough.  The  lot  of  the  Russian  peasant  seems 
like  that  of  men  left  on  earth  after  the  Crack  of  Doom  has 
come  and  gone.  Even  communism  has  failed  and  been  partial- 
ly abandoned.  Chaos  and  fear  prevail.  It  is  into  the  midst 
of  this  condition  of  filth,  disease  and  death,  that  Pollard  brings 
the  ruins  of  his  life  and  extracts  philosophy  from  the  relative 
cups  of  misery. 

The  reader  must  not,  however,  form  the  opinion  that  the  plot 
of  the  book  is  made  subservient  to  the  study  of  European  con- 
ditions. Bertram  Pollard  was  always  one  who  strove  to  keep 
his  opinions  unbiased,  leaning  to  the  extremes  of  neither  side  of 
the  controversy  to  extract  the  element  of  truth  from  each.  He 
marries  a  violent  protagonist  of  the  reactionary  school.  His 
friends  are  for  the  most  part  violently  progressive.  It  is  the 
old  tale  of  the  bat  who  was  neither  bird  or  beast.  The  tragedy 
that  ensues,  tells  much  of  the  virtues  and  faults  of  both  sides, 
and  spells  the  fate  in  most  absorbing  fashion  of  the  man  who 
always  walked  "In  the  Middle  of  the  Road." 

G— G— G 
HERE'S   A   KICK 
Mary's    Beau     (waiting     for    her    to    come    down    stairs)  : 
"Is    Mary    your   oldest  sister?" 
Kid  Brother:  "Yep." 

Mary's    Beau:    "And    who    comes  after  her?" 
Kid   Brother:   "You  and  two  other  guys."      — Leigh  Burr. 
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"HOT  CROSS  BUNS" 

are  NOT  the  product  of  our  foundry. 
We  announce  this  frankly  and  fear- 
lessly in  spite  of  certain  persistent 
rumors  to  the  contrary. 

In  our  foundry  we  make 

CAST  IRON  SOIL  PIPE 
and  FITTINGS 

Our  motto  being: 

"Say  It   With  Soil  Pipe" 

IN  THE  BOILER  STUDIO 

we  fabricate 

RIVETTED  RANGE 
BOILERS 

Where  the  slogan  is: 

"Every  Little  Rivet  Has  a  Meaning  All  Its  Own" 

TORONTO  HARDWARE  MANUFACTURING 

COMPANY,  LIMITED 
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When  is?a  chair  not  a 
chair? 

When  it's  a  stumbling 
block  to  safety. 


Eveready  Flashlights 

take  the  danger  out  of  darkness 

For  sale  at  electrical,  drug,  hard- 
ware and  sporting  goods  stores, 
auto  accessory  shops  and  garages. 


EVEREADY 

FLASHLIGHTS 

&  BATTERIES 

-for  Safety's  sake 


Circumstantial  Evidence 

A  frisky  young  fellow  named  Rouf 

Was  hit   in   the  eye  with   an  oeuf. 

Said  he  with  a  sigh, 

I  would  it  were  pie. 

For  then   I'd  be  pie-eyed.   Woof    Woof. 


Ain't  Nature  Grand ! 

Sentimental    Tommy — Ah,    professor,    what    would    this    old 
pine  tree  say  if  it  could  talk? 

Professor — It  would  say,  I   am  an  oak. 

— Gargoyle. 
G— G— G 

The  reason  few  milkmen  are  married  is  that  they  see  women 
-V oo  Doo.       too  early  in  the  morning.  — Orange  Owl. 


preference" 


Irlennadosfumf 
Corapatttj 

Sljtatrical  Supplies 
Masquerade  and  Carnival 

Costumes  For  Hire. 


TELf PHONE 
AOCLAIDC- 


1849 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  N.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 
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Every  Lamp  Socket  an  Aerial 
With  the  DUCON 

NO  OUTSIDE  WIRES  NECESSARY 

THE  Ducon  allows  a  radio  receiving  set  to  be  connected  to  any  electric 
light  socket,  wherever  that  socket  may  be.  The  Ducon  is  simply  screwed 
in  like  an  electric  lamp.  Although  it  is  connected  with  the  lighting  circuit 
the  Ducon  can  be  handled  without  the  slightest  danger. 

Practically  every  electric  light  wire  that  enters  a  house  is  an  ideal  aerial. 
By  using  the  wiring  installation  of  the  average  house,  by  means  of  the 
Ducon,  a  large  aerial  is  at  once  available. 

For  Sale  by  All  Radio  Dealers 
"Made  in  Canada"  by 

Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,  Limited 

Head  Office  :  Toronto 
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HOLD  THE  TRAIN' 

Rodoloh  forgot  Ms 


iclef  $  I 


